VERSAILLES
go to Versailles and ask the King to come and live in
Paris. With the King in Paris there would be bread.
Such was their simple faith in royalty.
After some hesitation he decided to put himself at
their head. He might be able to keep them from mis-
chief, and in the meantime the authorities could take
precautions. They started. First came the gigantic,
black-coated figure of Maillard; then, some half-dozen
women drummers; then, like a figure out of some
pageant, a scarlet-gowned woman on horseback, a
plumed hat on her flowing raven hair, a pike in her
hand. It was Theroigne de Mericourt, an adventuress,
who, though far from being a virgin, no doubt imagined
herself a revolutionary Joan of Arc. Then, some eight
thousand women, carrying rifles, pikes, halberds,
pistols, clubs—any sort of weapon—and pulling the
cannon. Then, a detachment of the victors of the
Bastille—working men from the suburbs.
It had begun to rain and a cold wind was blowing.
They set their faces hard and trudged through the mud,
in the wake of the brave roll of the drums, the black
Maillard, the scarlet Theroigne. When they came to
Sevres they halted, but found only eight loaves of
bread and a few bottles of wine. Eight loaves for eight
thousand and no God to perform a miracle! Finally,
however, they reached Versailles and the building in
which the Assembly was in session.
The Assembly was incensed against the King who
refused to sign the measures it had passed. Moreover,
the court had had the imprudence to give a banquet to
the officers of the King's bodyguard and those of the
regiment of Flanders, during which the white cockade
of the Bourbons and the black Austrian cockade had
been proudly worn and the national cockade had been
insulted and trampled underfoot. That day Robespierre
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